home to no one until she found a house, and broke the
resolution in half an hour.
Once she had humorously lamented that she had never
been to Simpson's restaurant in the Strand. Now a note
arrived from Miss Wilcox, asking her to lunch there. Mr
Cahill was coming, and the three would have such a jolly
chat, and perhaps end up at the Hippodrome. Margaret
had no strong regard for Evie, and no desire to meet her
fiance, and she was surprised that Helen, who had been far
funnier about Simpson's, had not been asked instead. But
the invitation touched her by its intimate tone. She must
know Evie Wilcox better than she supposed, and declaring
that she 'simply must', she accepted.
But when she saw Evie at the entrance of the restaurant,
staring fiercely at nothing after the fashion of athletic
women, her heart failed her anew. Miss Wilcox had changed
perceptibly since her engagement. Her voice was gruffer,
her manner more downright, and she was inclined to
patronize the more foolish virgin. Margaret was silly enough
to be pained at this. Depressed at her isolation, she saw not
only houses and furniture, but the vessel of life slipping past
her, with people like Evie and Mr Cahill on board.
There are moments when virtue and wisdom fail us, and
one of them came to her at Simpson's in the Strand. As she
trod the staircase, narrow, but carpeted thickly, as she
entered the eating-room, where saddles of mutton were
being trundled up to expectant clergymen, she had a strong,
if erroneous, conviction of her own futility, and wished she
had never come out of her backwater, where nothing hap-
pened except art and literature, and where no one ever got
married or succeeded in renaming engaged. Then came a
little surprise. 'Father might be of the party - yes, father
was.' With a smile of pleasure she moved forward to greet
him, and her feeling of loneliness vanished.
CI thought I'd get round if I could,' said he. 'Evie told
me of her little plan, so I just slipped in and secured a table.
Always secure a table first. Evie, don't pretend you want to
sit by your old father, because you don't. Miss Schlegel,
come in my side, out of pity. My goodness, but you look
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